he thatis in 


JULY, 1935 
KANSAS CITY, MO. 


2 IN GG N LOGY: 
7% 
aN | Al © 
Z? 2 $2 


“LOVE’S PATRIOT” 


I saw a lad, a beautiful lad, 

With a far-off look in his eye, 
Who smiled not on the battle-flag 
When the cavalry troop marched by. 


And, sorely vexed, I asked the lad 
Where might his country be, 
Who cared not for our country’s flag 


And the brave from oversea. 


“Oh, my country is the Land of Love!” 
Thus did the lad reply; 
“My country is the Land of Love, 


And a patriot there am I.” 


“And who is your king, my patriot boy, 
Whom loyally you obey?” 
“My king is Freedom,” quoth the lad; 


“And he never says me nay.” 


“Then you do as you like in your Land of Love, 
Where every man is free?” 
“Nay, as we love,” replied the lad; 
And his smile fell full on me. 


—Ernest H. Crosby, in “Mind,” for June, 1903. 


THE WEE WISDOM CLUB Ww 


BESSIE EVANS PETTINGER | 


“How dear to my heart are the scenes of my childhood !” 


cme HE first few days at home were busy ones for 
the Douglas Hall girls, for they were not only 
eager to show Jane the places she had heard 
so much about during the winter, but they 
wanted to visit them themselves. 

There was the hayloft, where the club motto “More 
Love” was first adopted; the cherry tree, again filled 
with the luscious fruit, the picking of which had once 
furnished them with funds for a Fourth-of-July cele- 
bration; the river bank where so many picnics had been 
held, and the icy spring, fern covered and hidden in the 
rocks; the lake, where Margaret nearly lost her life at 
that famous birthday party when the Wee Wisdom Club 
went skating; the Wee Wisdom garden, deserted now 
and overgrown with weeds; and most of all, they wanted 
to see their old friends, Nellie and Mildred, Willie and 
Robert; Tom, Henry, and Kate Bell. 

The girls reached home on Tuesday, and on Wednes- 
day there was a meeting of the Club, at which time Jane 
was officially welcomed as a member, and Robert was 
left without a cent for the Fourth. He had insisted 
on serving ice cream for the occasion, and had backed 
up his opinions with the contents of his pocketbook. 

Winnifred, “Winnie,” “Wee Winsome,” or “Coot- 
ins,” as Nellie’s adopted baby was variously called, cap- 
tivated the girls with her smiles and dimples, golden 
curls, and eyes as soft and brown as a chestnut. She 
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was now about six months old, and Nellie took her 
everywhere in a tiny green gocart; and no one disputed 
the fact that “Nellie’s baby” was the prettiest, sweetest, 
cleanest, best-behaved child in town. 

“Loving that baby doesn’t spoil it a bit,’ one wo- 
man remarked; “and I thought all those children taking 
care of it would be its death in one month; but it is the 
healthiest baby I ever saw. I still think Mrs. Nelson 
is foolish to let Nellie keep that child; but so far every- 
thing has gone along beautifully.” 

Sallie and Lois and Margaret fell in love with the 
baby; but Jane became “Cootins’” devoted slave, and 
could hardly bear to have the baby out of her sight, and 
was perfectly happy and contented when she was wheel- 
ing the gocart under the trees, while the others played 
or worked or talked. Jane begged so hard to be al- 
lowed to buy some clothes for Winnifred, that finally 
Mrs. Nelson and Nellie consented; and it was one of 
the happiest days of the lonely, motherless girl’s life 
when she and Sallie and Lois went to do this shopping. 

Jane could afford to buy these things, but her allow- 
ance was limited, and it was at some sacrifice to her 
own wardrobe that her money was spent in this way. 
No dress she ever bought for herself was half so lovely 
in her eyes as the dainty little one of tucks and lace for 
the baby. When it was tried on and found several 
inches too long, much as Jane disliked a needle and 
thread, she sewed two little tucks around the bottom 
without a word of complaint. If Miss Redmond, the 
sewing teacher at Douglas Hall, could only have seen 
how neat were those tucks, she might have erased some 
of the black marks against Jane’s report card. 

After Jane had selected the dress and little ruffled 
petticoat she went to the shoe department and bought a 
tiny pair of blue and pink slippers, with stockings to 
match. Then a little bonnet with bunches of satin rose- 
buds pleased the girl’s fancy, and next a white pique 
coat with embroidered cape and cuffs. 

She left Sallie and Lois waiting on the street while 
she went back to price a wicker carriage with a pale 
blue satin parasol; but after re-counting her money 
she saw that she would have to wait for it another month. 
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In the meanwhile Sallie and Lois had not been idle, 
but with cousin Ruth’s help had been purchasing some 
summer clothes for themselves. 

After the shopping was done they went to the 
Chocolate Shop and indulged themselves in refreshments ; 
and then home they went, three tired but happy girls. 

A warm afternoon, about a week after their return, 
found the three girls resting in Sallie and Lois’s dainty 
bedroom. The breeze fluttered at the lowered blinds 
and flapped the curtains as if taking part in the con- 
versation, while the girls prattled on in endless chatter. 

It was the evening of Margaret’s party, and almost 
time for them to be dressing. Hanging upon hooks were 
their fancy costumes. Sallie was to be a Gypsy, Lois 
a cowboy girl, and Jane a fairy. Anxious as they were 
for the evening’s fun, yet they were enjoying their rest 
in the cool, dark room, stretched out on their beds. 

The telephone bell rang and they listened to see 
if any one from below stairs would answer it. Again it 
rang, and Lois remarked: “I’m the youngest, so of 
course I couldn’t be expected to answer it.” 

“Of course not,” coolly answered Sallie; “and as 
I am the oldest of course it isn’t my place.” 

“As I am a visitor of course it would be rude for 
me to interfere,” said Jane with a yawn. 

Again the bell rang, and the three girls laughed. 

“Let it ring,” said Lois. 

Sallie put her hand to her ear in imitation of hold- 
ing the receiver. “Hello! no, you have the wrong num- 
ber; this is 2683. Oh, no trouble at all, I assure you! 
Good-by.” Ring! ring! ring! 

Lois got slowly to her feet, carefully adjusted her 
kimona, and sauntered toward the door. “If the kind 
gentleman at the other end of the line will await my 
pleasure, I'll see what can be done for him. His per- 
sistence surely deserves some slight reward.” 

She was back in the room a moment later, remark- 
ing, “The gentleman did not meet with his reward, for 
he had left before I got there.” 

Thus it was that the three girls missed their reward 
for prompt obedience to that telephone bell; for it was 
Margaret at the other end, and she wanted to tell them 
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that Minnie Daggart’s grandfather had relented at the 
last minute, and that Minnie would be in on the next 
train, in time for the party. 

When the girls were ready for the evening it would 
have been hard to say just which one looked more her 
character than the other. Sallie’s black braids, long and 
heavy, suited well with the gayly striped Gypsy cos- 
tume, brilliant head shawl, and glittering jewels of tin 
and brass and strings of beads. 

Lois’s hair was just the shade of her short khaki 
skirt and high tan boots, which were to be exchanged 
later for dancing slippers. She wore a white flannel 
shirt with a red handkerchief knotted at her throat, and 
a big cowboy hat jauntily turned up at the side. In 
her hand she carried a quirt, and on her heel a tiny spur 
—not meant for use. 

Jane was a picture of beauty in her fairy robes of 
spangled gauze, white and shimmering as the moon- 
shine on winter snow. The tips of her wings were fas- 
tened to her wrists, so that when she moved her hands 
it seemed as if she were flying. She carried a wand, 
at the point of which was one golden star the color of her 
curls, which were loose and hung about her shoulders. 

“Jane, you are just beautiful!” exclaimed Lois and 
Sallie, as they took a last look at themselves and each 
other before starting. 

“It is because I’m so happy inside that some of it 
can’t help shining out,” laughed Jane, as she drew her 
dark cape about her and the three bade good-by to 
Cousin Ruth. 

As they entered Margaret's gate they saw a wild 
Indian maid, with streaming black hair, come tearing 
down the path, through the grove of dogwoods, and 
across the lawn, and before they knew who it was, Min- 
nie was demoralizing their costumes by the ardor of her 
welcome. Then Margaret, as Old Mother Goose, came 
running to meet her guests, and she explained how she 
had tried to tell the girls about Minnie, but that no one 
answered the ’phone. 

“How did you ever get your grandfather to let you 
come?” asked Lois, as soon as the excitement of meeting 
was over. 
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“I haven’t an idea,” answered Minnie. “I suppose 
it must have been because I tried not to be mean, and 
grandfather happened to be feeling better than usual. 
I did not say a word to him about the horrid letter he 
wrote, and I remembered our Club motto “More Love” 
every time he said anything disagreeable to me; and 
when I got to thinking about what fun you girls were 
having, and how I might be having the same if he’d 
cnly let me, I just stopped thinking about it and began 
to think of grandfather’s good qualities, and—” 

“Has he got any good qualities?” asked Margaret 
as the group neared the front veranda, where the lights 
showed through a bower of flowers. 

“Oh, girls, it’s really true that what we seek for 
we shall find! Do you know, at first I couldn’t find a 
single good thing about grandfather; but the harder I 
searched the more I found, and now, if you'll believe 
me, I almost admire him! I never thought of it before, 
but grandfather is awfully good looking; he’s really 
handsome; and he is polite even when he is saying sar- 
castic things to his neighbors and to me. And another 
thing I discovered for the first time since I’ve been home, 
and that is that he likes a joke, and plays lots of them 
himself when nobody suspects him, and he laughs about 
them all to himself.” 

“Well, I can’t see that those are very good qual- 
ities,” said Lois; “for I just feel awful when people 
play jokes on me and then laugh about it.” 

“Yes, of course you feel that way. But I have 
always thought grandfather hated me, but now I’m be- 
ginning to feel that it is just his way—for who would 
ever suspect him of being humorous? I’m sure I should 
never have discovered it if I hadn’t been searching for 
something beside meanness.” 

“But do tell us how he let you come down to visit 
Margaret; he’s an old dear, just for that one thing!” 
and Sallie gave Minnie a hug of delight. 

As the girls were the first arrivals they paused on 
the veranda while Minnie finished her story. 

“Well, vou see, it was this way: when I got home 
grandfather expected me to be impudent and sullen, and 


8 WEE WISDOM 


all the way home on the train I kept getting ready not 
to be. He never comes to meet me at the station, so I 
got into the ‘bus all by myself, feeling pretty lonely, 
I'll tell you; for I knew how all the other girls were 
welcomed by their family. 

“Now, if I hadn’t been trying to be nice I should 
have gone straight to my own room, and just said ‘Good 
evening, Sir, when I met grandfather at dinner, and 
we would not have spoken to each other again; or if 
we did, it would have been something mean. 

“Instead of that I went straight to the library door 
and knocked, and when I went in I shook hands with 
him. You should have seen how surprised he was! I 
almost laughed myself. 

““I’m glad to see you, my dear,’ he said; ‘although 
1 understand from your request you would rather not 
have come.’ 

“It was a great temptation to answer something 
hateful; but I held in, and replied, ‘When I learned 
from your letter how anxious you were to have me 
home, of course I was more than glad to come.’ 

“He looked at me for a moment and then gave a 
short, dry laugh. The time was when that laugh would 
have made me mad—yes, just boiling mad! but I'd 
been getting ready for it all the way home, and I got 
the best of it, for I laughed too. 

“*You’re improving,’ was all he said; and I ran 
up stairs to my room with a feeling that he was glad to 
see me, and that I was improving. 

“I never dreamed that he remembered about the 
party; but every time I was with him for the next two 
days I was just as nice as I could be, and kept searching 
for good things about him—and I found a lot, really! 
Then he went away on business, and just two days ago 
telegraphed to me, ‘If lonely you may go to your friend’s 
party ;’ and I got this Indian suit ready, and here I am.” 

A fierce-looking Mexican and a placid Hindoo en- 
tered the gate, and the girls scurried up to the dressing 
room, while Robert remarked to Tom Bell, “Say, Tom, 
your turban frightened those girls off like lightning.” 

“Didn't, either; ‘twas your rusty old carbine,” in- 
dignantly replied Tom. 
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I inclose a poem written by Louisa May Alcott when a 
little girl of twelve. She and her three sisters were taught by 
their father that their minds were rooms in them, and they 
were responsible for what they kept there. I thought it good 
for Wee Wispom.—A. L. L 


MY KINGDOM 


A little kingdom I possess, 

Where thoughts and feelings dwell, 
And very hard I find the task 

Of governing it well; . 
For passion tempts and troubles me, 

A wayward will misleads, 
And selfishness its shadow casts 

On all my words and deeds. 


How can I learn to rule myself, 
To be the child I should— 
Honest and brave, nor ever tire 

Of trying to be good? 

How can I keep a sunny soul 
To shine along life’s way? 
How can I tune my little heart 
To sweetly sing all day? 


Dear Father, help me with the love 
That casteth out my fear. 

Teach me to lean on thee, and feel 
That thou art very near; 

That no temptation is unseen, 
No childish grief too small, 

Since thou, with patience infinite, 
Doth soothe and comfort all. 


I do not ask for any crown, 
But that which all may win; 

Nor seek to conquer any world 
Except the one within. 

Be thou my guide until I find, 
Led by a tender hand, 

Thy happy kingdom is myself, 
And dare to take command. 
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BUZZY'S STORY 


Mary BrewertTon DE WITT 


Part IX 


m5) HEY have been talking “country” so much lately, 
that I feel another change is coming. They 
had me sleep in the kitchen a few nights. My 
brother, Silver King, always sleeps in the base- 
ment with two huge dogs. They all seem to be friends. 
One night Aunt Helen and Aunt Mary came into 
the kitchen and placed things on the table, and sat down 
and ate just as they used to in our flat. I heard them 
say it was ten o'clock. That’s late! They both had 
wraps and hats on. That made me wonder. But I was 
still more puzzled when Aunt Mary picked me up and 
said, “Good-by, Buzzy; be good!” 
The next morning I saw Aunt Helen, but Aunt Mary 
did not appear for days and days. I slept on Aunt 
Helen’s bed, and 
it was very com- 
fortable. She was 
always more gen- 
erous about letting 
me sleep there 
than Aunt Mary. 
While Aunt 
Mary was away 
the boys’ father 
bought them a 
pony and a pony Our Home in Marengo 
cart. They often 
went driving, and I longed to go too; but Silver King 
said he did not care about it. One day the boys were 
all ready to start out in the cart, and I thought I would 
steal a ride, so I climbed up on the bottom of the cart 
right under the seat, on a pole not far from the wheels. 
My, what a squeal went up from one of the boys! 
“Look at Buzzy! Oh, look at Buzzy! She is hid- 
ing under the cart, and wants a ride.” Then the boys’ 
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Father took me off. I tell you I was disappointed! 
They took a picture of the cart, but it did not turn out 
very well. 

Not very long after this Aunt Mary came home. 
My, what a chattering there was! How she did hug 
and kiss me! Next there was a packing of satchels, 
and away we went once more. The boys accompanied 
us to the station. This time we got into real steam cars. 

Guess where I was! You cannot guess, so don’t 
try. Why, I was in a basket. Aunt Mary carried me. 
Aunt Helen did not like it, because she let me peep out 
once or twice. How I wrig- 
gled and jumped to be free! 

When we changed cars 
and took the Northwestern 
at the Chicago depot I qui- 
eted down for a while. But 
when Aunt Mary opened the 
basket and took me in her 
lap, and I beheld fields and 
houses tearing by, I thought 
the world was turning over 
too fast, so I became ever 
so excited, and in an instant 
I was clapped back into the 
basket. The top was tied 
down securely, but I man- 

Aunt Mary and Buzzy aged to push my two front 
paws out and flap them 
about. What a laugh went up! 

Soon I worked my head out; then I had every one 
in the car looking our way. I was so pleased with my- 
self for that! But Aunt Helen shook her head, and she 
and Aunt Mary stuffed me back into the basket again. 

A little girl across the aisle came and sat down 
beside Aunt Mary, and asked her if she would tell her 
“about the kitten.” That girl’s name was Ruth Lilian, 
and she lived in the country. Aunt Mary told her my 
whole story, and said she might read about me in WeE 
Wispom, and told her she would send her a copy. 

Well, after hours, it seemed, we got off of that train. 
The little girl and her mother left at another station. 
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“This is Marengo,’ I heard Aunt Helen say. I 
peeped through the slats in my basket, and saw that 
it was a lovely place. 

We soon reached our new home. It was not a long 
walk from the station. About the first thing my two 
friends did was to open the basket and. let me out. I 
ran about on the porch in great glee, for indeed I was 
glad to be free again and able to stretch. 

Such a nice house, and—oh, that yard! I took a 
look at everything. In the house were all our old things, 
piled together in one room—trunk, rugs, and furniture. 
They had been sent on ahead a day or two before. 

I walked about, switching my tail. I took a sniff at 
everything. It was good to smell the household things. 
Now I realized that this was surely home. How happy 
I was! I heard Aunt Helen say, “Buzzy likes our new 
home.” Indeed, I did like it! 

Until next time, Yours, Buzzy. 


Part X 


Marengo is the best place I’ve lived in so far. We 
have up-stairs and down-stairs, a porch front and back, 
a cool basement, such a big yard, and a large field that 
stretches back. 

Next door to our house there’s a lady cat—Mrs. 
Blackanwhite—and her two kittens and their grand- 
mother. I don’t have much to do with them. Their 
mistress has been away from home, and the master does 
not feed them just as they like, so sometimes they come 
up on our porch. Then they get some of my milk and 
food. 

The trees about our yard are wonderfully tall— 
elms they are called. I can climb very fast, and one 
very warm night I slept out in my favorite tree near 
the house. I smiled to myself when I saw Aunt Helen 
and Aunt Mary looking and calling. At last I playfully 
shook the bells on my neck, and then they spied me in 
the tree. 

Aunt Helen talks a great dea] about putting a box 
up there for me to live in; but she can’t climb up to do 
it, so I am not likely to have a house in a tree. 
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I stayed out in the rain one night. That was my 
fault, for when they called I would not come, and then 
I got caught in a shower. I could not get in then, for 
every one was in bed. I slept in the tree that night. 

We have no fence about the place, so when those 
strange dogs come chasing me I am not so brave as I 
used to be and I run for my favorite tree. Then Aunt 
Mary drives off the dog and I come down. 

One day when every one was out a huge dog came 
through the yard. He spied me, of course. I made a 
dash for my tree; but somehow my feet slipped in 
climbing, and before I could scramble up again the 
dog had caught 
me by the throat 
and shaken me 
terribly. Then he 
ran off. I knew 
it was fear that 
prevented my get- 
ting away. Never 
be afraid. 

After what 
seemed to be hours’ 
and days of time, 
Aunt Mary and 
Aunt Helen came 
home. I heard 
these words faintly: “Buzzy, Buzzy! Dear little Buzzy! 
What is it?” Then Aunt Mary called, “Where are you, 
Helen? What's the matter?” 

“Here at the side of the house. Buzzy seems to 
be dying!” - 

“Oh, Helen, no! she mustn’t!” and I felt myself 
lifted gently. 

I afterwards heard that I was gasping for breath; 
but I won't go into those details. Aunt Mary had on 
a lovely white dress, for they had been out to a friend’s, 
eating ice cream. Oh, don’t I like it! ice cream, I mean. 

Well, Aunt Mary just turned up her dress and 
took me right onto her lap. Then she carried me into 
the kitchen and gave me drinks of water from a spoon. 
She made me drink it. That helped me to get my 
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breath more easily. Soon I got drowsy, and I waked 
on a lovely green cushion on the kitchen floor. I for- 
got to say that both of my kind friends said a great 
many words of healing. They thought at first that I 
might have been poisoned; but when they saw my muddy 
neck and the slippery place on the tree they guessed 
what had happened. 

That was the second time in this home that I had 
been saved. Before it was poison. Another cat died 
from that, but powerful healing words of love brought 
me back. With only those two exceptions, and being 
whipped for looking at chickens, I am extremely happy. 

When I see Mr. Robin Redbreast walk through 
our yard I ery out at him, “Don’t; don’t; if I look at 
you I’m in danger of a lecture.” Then I run around 
to the back of the house as fast as I can, to keep out 
of temptation’s way. How my two friends do laugh 
from their places on the porch, where they often sit and 
sew! Robin is a bold fellow. He walks on our lawn 
often. 

I have had other adventures, but I cannot tell you 
all. These warm days I get my saucer of ice cream as 
surely as my friends have theirs, and they eat it about 
every day. 

I did not tell you about Florence and Blanche. 
They are our dear little next-door neighbors, who love 
to come in and play with me. I think I may find you 
a picture of Florence and me. Edna came to see me 
one day, ’way from Chicago, with her grandma and 
brother. 

But I really can’t write any more, I am so busy 
nowadays. There! if only you could see them. They 
are calling me now—my five beautiful babies. “Mow, 
mow!” they say. That’s “mamma” in Kitten language. 
I must go to them, so good-by! 

Ever your loving friend, Buzzy. 


(The end.) 


In East and West and South and North 
We celebrate the “glorious Fourth.” 
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WATER LILY’S LOYALTY 
My dear: 

It does seem strange how beautifully Lady Butter- 
cup’s message helps one out in every walk of life! Her 
secret of “All of God is everywhere” was certainly a 
blessing to me, and I do not know how I would have 
gotten along without it; for I must confess I was greatly 
discouraged when I first saw the place I was to call 
“home.” Can you imagine a place being very “homey” 
which consists only of mud and dirty, slimy water? It 
certainly did not seem so to me when I arrived; but 
just at the moment when I felt most like giving up, 
something reminded me of Lady Buttercup’s sweet mes- 
sage, “All of God is everywhere.” It came upon me 
with such force that I was startled at first; it seemed 
to have such a “here and now” sound. I was almost 
stunned with the realization that if all of God was 
everywhere, why, he was in my green, unattractive pool 
just off the edge of the Lakes; and not only was he 
there, but he was all there; and also, all that was there 
was he! Do you know, in a few minutes I felt ashamed 
of myself, to think that I had not recognized his pres- 
ence! 

The more I thought of it, the more I realized how 
perfect everything was. It needed the green pool, and 
myself in the midst of it, to show that God was there. 
’ I was to live in surroundings which seemed unbearable 
and impossible, and was to use them in bringing forth 
perfection in myself. So the very first thing I did was 
to offer up a little prayer of thanksgiving that just the 
right materials had been provided for my work. Then 
I looked about me and said, “Mud, I see in you God 


only. I am so thankful for you!” Turning to the slime 
I said, ‘““You are here to bless me, and I give thanks for 
you.” I said, “Dirty water, I behold you clean and 


pure, for I know that God is All in all.” It was just 
at this moment that I saw for the first time the sunshine 
all about me in the water; and very soon I saw the big 
sun itself overhead. I cried out to it, “How beautiful 
you are! I shall never take my eyes from your face!” 
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That is the whole secret of living, my dear, and it is the 
great truth my life teaches. I sought the light in all 
the dark things around me, and when I had found it, I 
never lifted my eyes from its face. I saw good and I 
refused to see anything else, because I know there is 
nothing else. 

It was a beautiful experience each day, to take 
what seemed like ugly mud and build it into lovely green 
leaves, and to catch the sunbeams and hold them in my 
buds until later, when I had bloomed on the top of the 
water, they formed in me a beautiful golden heart as 
perfect as the sun itself. It was a joyous work for me, 
and I was filled with happiness in doing it. Soon I 
noticed that people in passing stopped remarking about 
the ugliness of the pool and the nasty odor from the 
water, but would cry out in pleasure, “Oh, see the beau- 
tiful Water Lilies! How fragrant they are!” It was 
certainly a great satisfaction to me that I had proved 
that all of God is everywhere. It is very easy to say 
that to oneself; but to build it into one’s life, to prove 
that it is so—that is a very different thing. We only 
really know what we prove; and then after we have 
proved a thing, unconsciously we express it, so that 
we become a great blessing. That is the joy of living; 
for love is made perfect in service, and where love is, 
there is happiness. Of course I knew that I had proved 
God’s presence, but I did not know I had expressed it, 
until one day when something happened. 

It was in the early summer, just after I had 
bloomed. I was resting upon the top of the water, re- 
joicing in the sunlight, sometimes looking at the trees 
which swayed gently along the bank of the lake, and 
sometimes looking below the water, where the little 
fishes were darting gayly in and out among my stems, 
having a game of hide and seek. The world was so 
full of joy that day, there did not seem to be one dis- 
cordant note in the whole scene, until suddenly I heard 
some one crying. At first it seemed impossible that any 
one could be unhappy in that lovely place; but the 
crying continued, getting louder and louder. I looked 
down among the fishes once more, to see if they were 
in trouble; but they were still interested in their game. 
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Then I looked over to the edge of the pool, where the 
ducks were bathing; but they were splashing in the 
water and calling “Quack, quack!” in very loud tones. 
The birds were busy with their nests, and singing mer- 
rily. All the flowers were bowing prettily in the: grass, 
and filling the air with perfume. Happiness seemed to 
be every place; but still I heard that cry. Finally I 
looked close to the ground, under a weeping willow tree, 
and there I saw a little girl crying. I am afraid I was 
not very sympathetic, for you see I had just lately found 
out from my experiences that things are never so bad 
as they seem. Also, I must confess that I laughed a 
little, for it did seem so funny to see a little girl weep- 
ing under a weeping willow. I thought I had quite a 
little joke all to myself. However, I knew it was no 
joke to her, or she would not be so unhappy; and as 
I wanted her to see the thing, no matter how terrible it 
might seem to her, from my point of view, I called out 
to her as loud as I could. Of course I could not make 
her hear. I do wish people would learn our language! 
So many times we could help them out if they could only 
understand; but they are so noisy that they never seem 
to hear us. When I found she would not listen, I opened 
up my perfume sprays and blew my lovely fragrance all 
around me; but do you know, her nose was so full of 
salt tears that she could not smell! I thought, “Well, I 
have one more way of reaching her: I will bob up and 
down in the water, and perhaps she will see me.” But 
that failed too. Her eyes were so full of water from 
crying that she could not even see! People do get so 
terribly stopped up when they are in trouble! No 
wonder they stay in it such a long time—for there never 
seems to be any way to reach them. They seem to get 
out of order all over. I was almost in despair, when 
a lady came along. I was so glad to see her, for I knew 
she would straighten things out. I was certain she saw 
things from my point of view, for one could easily tell 
from her beaming face that she had been looking at 
the sun. She stepped up very softly beside the little 
girl; then she sat down quietly, but she did not say 
anything. Even so, I do not see how the little girl 
could help but hear. She did not, however, but still 
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cried. Tinally she sat up to blow her nose, and then 
it was that the lady smiled. My, I wish you could have 
seen that smile! Never in all my life did I see trouble 
vanish so quickly as it did from that little girl’s face. 
A look of shame came there too, and very quickly she 
threw her arms around the lady’s neck and buried her 
face on her shoulder. Then the lady said, “What is 
your name, dear?” And the little girl said, “Mary— 
and I live over there in that green house—and mamma 
takes boarders—and I have to sleep in the attic—and 
all the ladies and little children have such pretty clothes 
—and I have to go in my bare feet—and I have to wash 
the dishes and shell the peas—and I do so hate to shell 
peas—and one of the boys called me ‘Bare Toes’—and 
oh! boohoo!” and dear me, there she was off again! 
Well, the lady did not say anything for a little while, 
but just patted the little shaking shoulder against her 
own; but after a while, when Mary grew calmer, the 
lady said, “Dearie, do you think your attic is as ugly 
as that green, slimy water out there?” The little girl 
said, ‘““No.” - Then the lady said—and oh, with such a 
dear look on her face—‘‘And, Mary, do you think you 
are as lovely in the midst of it, as the Lily is in the 
pool?” The child blushed and dropped her eyes, but 
again she said “No.” Then the lady said, “The lily is 
very lovely. See how calm it is, how pure and white 
its petals; and look at its golden heart. It never sees 
the pool, but is looking at the sun all the time!” Mary’s 
gaze was searching the depths of the dear lady’s eyes, 
and her face was filled with wonder. But the lady went 
on, “And as for the peas—just think that every one of 
them touches your hand before it goes in the mouths 
of your mamma’s guests; and what if you would bless 
each pea with a thought of love as it falls from your 
fingers?” Mary said “Yes.” She was still gazing in 
wonder. “And about the ‘bare toes,’ ”’ the lady continued ; 
“TIT am sure they are very pretty, and the soft air and 
sunshine are blessing and keeping them well every min- 
ute—I think helping them more than shoes and stockings 
could; don’t you?” Again Mary said “Yes.” The lady 
then took her hand, and said “Let us go.” 

So they passed away from my sight; but oh, I was 
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so glad that I had looked at the sun, and that the lady 
understood all about it! But that isn’t all. I had a 
message from Queen Orchid the other day. She was 
sent from a florist’s to a very beautiful home on a fash- 
ionable street in Chicago; and that evening a lovely 
lady put on such a soft, pretty lavender dress, and fas- 
tened Queen Orchid in the bosom of it. About nine 
o’clock that night, the lovely lady went into a dear little 
yellow room that had daffodils on the walls and the cur- 
tains, and she bent over a richly covered brass bed where 
a little brown head was nestled fast asleep; and the 
lovely lady sat very still for a moment. Then she wiped 
a tear from her eye, and said “Mary” so very softly; 
then she bent down and kissed the curly brown hair, 
and said, so low that even Queen Orchid could scarcely 
hear, ‘““You are so much like my own Mary, and I am 
so glad your mamma loaned you to me while you go to 
school! and oh—I am trying so hard to see the sun!” 
That is all, my dear; but isn’t it wonderful? 
Your very loving Warer Lity, 
The Lakes, Indiana. 
P. S.—Miss Daisy Golden Heart will write to you 
the next time. 


A Sunbeam Resurrection 


A Sunbeam, sunk in the black pond, told 

Of the Sky so blue with its heart of gold, 

Till out of that black pond’s ooze and mold 

Sprang the Lily white, with its heart of gold. 
—T. R. Hood, in “Power.” 


The Voice of the Woodland 
Joun L. Cuesnuttr 


Did ever you roam, by Fancy led, 

On a beautiful day in June, 

Down through the wood to the streamlet’s bank, 
Where drooping trees hang over low, 

And listen there, in dreamy mood, 

To tinkling brook, to bird or bee, 


Or rustling leaves that whisper things? 
* * * * 
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*Midst tree-clad hills of Iowa, 

A dell of wond’rous beauty lies; 

A vale where sunbeams love to dance 
*Neath waving trees, on velvet grass, 
To joyous song of happy birds. 

And there a silv’ry thread of stream 
Tinkles down its pebbly way, 

Or laughingly, like ‘witching girl, 
Trips downward over terraced rock 
And whirls in ecstasy, and then, 

In changeful mood, flows dreamily 
And kisses oft the grassy bank ~ 
Where modest roses blush; then leaves 
Reluctantly the cheery shade 

Where over-arching boughs clasp hands 
And wave their ling’ring fond adieu. 


But farther down it almost stops 

In silent wonderment, for see! 

There sinks into its tinted blue 

The mirrored form and colors bright 
Of a Fairy’s Bower hidden there— 
The playground of a Paradise. 

And here, in forms fantastical, 

The moonbeams hold their revelry, 
And Fairies on the streamlet’s bank 
Would see themselves and clap their hands 
And dance away in merry glee. 

The list’ning leaves of stately trees 
Would rustle soft and whisper things, 
And ev’ry twinkling star would come 
Through leafy boughs to peer, and find 
A pretty flower to love and win. 

And as the glen was clothed for dawn 
In crimson sky, each little flower, 
With drooping head, in fond farewell 
Would drop a dewy tear of love; 

But soon by song of waking bird 
And hum of busy bee was cheered. 
The sun, to comfort them, would send 
His artist-builders down, who took 
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All Love’s bright, dewy tears and built 
Of them a rainbow-promise there. 


And on this June’s most glorious morn, 
All solemn grown, but faintest sounds 
Are heard, as hum of bee and whir 

Of wing, or softly rustling leaves 
Translating into whispers soft 

The dawn-thoughts of the waking breeze. 


In solemn mood all nature stood, 

As though her hands to clasp and kneel 
In prayer—a soulful, silent praise— 

And God seemed near in peace and love. 
So mused a thoughtful youth who drank, 
Enraptured deep, the sylvan scene, 

Then heavenward turned his bared head 
And breathed a song of heart-felt praise, 
And knelt in soul-thrilled silent prayer. 


From burning bush, from flower fair, 
In thunder’s tones, in zephyr’s breath 
God ever speaks to man he loves; 
The still small voice of nature’s God 
Inspires to deeds of faith and love. 


And now the Youth, on streamlet’s bank, 
Moss-couched, entranced, sees visions fair 
Of future power and usefulness. 

Thus oft he came in the morning hour, 
When God, he knew, was walking through, 
And listening here in joyful mood 

He heard the Voice of the loving God, 
Who gently speaks to the silent one 

In the secret place—the inmost soul— 
In living words, in tender tones, 
Inspiring him to noble deeds— 

To walk in Wisdom’s upward way. 


How lovelier grow the quiet woods! 
Such happy mood o’er all, as souls 
Their daily tasks begin, and birds 
Voice forth all nature’s melody, 
While o’er the hills the sun, in pride, 
Throws golden tints and gilds it all. 
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CHILD-GARDENING @ 


Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.”—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children in 
the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—*'God’s Gifts 
to His Children.’”’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘‘God’s Gift of His Son”—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON VII 

Subject: Jesus the Christ tempted. 

Seed Thought: “In all points tempted like as we are, yet 
without sin” (Heb. 4:15). 

Point of Contact: “Showing off.” 

In the last lesson we learned about intellect (that inside 
of us that wants to know) and Spirit (that which knows all 
things). Intellect looks outside for the Christ child, but will 
never find him there; Spirit looks inside and finds the Christ 
child, for he is always there. John was like the intellect, be- 
cause he looked outside. He baptized with water. Water 
keeps the outside clean. Jesus always looked within, and was 
Spirit. He baptized with Love, and not only made the out- 
side clean, but made the inside pure and clean too. 

I know a little boy who was as lovely and pure as a blos- 
som. His mamma taught him some of the sweetest songs to 
sing and some of the dearest little pieces to speak! Every one 
who heard him speak and sing was reminded of the dear 
Christ child, who looked through his eyes and who spoke and 
sang through his lips. After a while some people who heard 
him would say, “Isn’t he a dear!” and “My! but he’s a bright 
one!” until the little fellow began to think that he really and 
truly was brighter and smarter than his little playmates. 

The thoughts of these people hung around him and teased 
or tempted him to believe that it was the outside self—the in- 


| 
3 | 


WEE WISDOM 23 


tellect—the John the Baptist self—that was singing or speak- 
ing, instead of the real Self—the Christ child. After this he 
was always “showing off.” When he finished a song or piece, 
big people would think, “My, but it’s a pity to spoil a child 
so!” And the children would think, and sometimes say, “Smarty 
cat!” 

The good Froebel said that we must let God think through 
us, speak through us, and act through us. That’s the way the 
little boy did at first, and that’s the reason everybody loved 
to listen to him. Afterwards he changed, and thought the 
power within was his own; then he couldn’t please, because 
there wasn’t anything behind it. 


THE LESSON STORY 


Even Jesus the Christ was teased, or tempted, by 
the thoughts of others, just as we are. When he was 
thinking his highest and best thoughts, and wanted only 
God’s will to be done, he was tempted. 

Some people think that all we live in the world for 
is to earn money to buy food and clothes with. Jesus 
knew that people think too much about these things; 
that it is the simple living which goes with right thoughts ; 
so he said to the first tempter, “Man shall not live by 
bread alone; but by every word that comes out of the 
mouth of God.” 

The next tempter thought was to try to make peo- 
ple wonder and praise. Jesus knew that it is not through 
wonder and praise, but through the believing faith, that 
men are to be led to the Father; so he said, “Thou shalt 
not tempt the Lord thy God.” 

Many people think that they would be happy if 
they had just piles and piles of money. This is not 
true; money does not make people happy. This tempter 
said to Jesus, “I'll give you everything in the world if 
you'll look to the outside; let the intellect lead you, and 
stop looking to the Christ within.” To this tempter 
thought Jesus said, “Get thee behind me, Satan—devil 
—dark thought!” After he said this the dark thought 
—the devil—just melted away into nothingness, for 
there was no place for anything but the Good. 


Spiritual Application: We are tempted just as Jesus 
was. Sometimes the dark thoughts seem just like what 
some people call a devil, and it seems as black and real 
as we see him in the lesson picture. But it is only in 
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the seeming. We know this, because we prove it to our- 
selves every day, just by speaking the word of truth in 
faith, believing. I prove it to myself when seeming dark 
thoughts hang round me, by saying, “I Am the I Am 
that I Am, and no dark thought can think through me.” 


Temptation of Christ 


After this they just scatter away into nothing-land and 
are never seen again. Then thoughts of love and peace 
come, just as the good angels came to Jesus. 

When dark thoughts seem to hang round you and 
tease you to be naughty, you can say, “God is Good and 
God is All. I love God and want to do his will, so you 
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can’t think through me.’’ This truth will fill your tem- 
ple of the living God with such a pure, sweet light that 
not a speck of darkness can stay near you. The sweet 
Christ-child thoughts will fill you, and you will want 
to say, “Father, I thank thee that thou hast heard me.” 
MEMORY VERSE 
At times when thoughts of darkness seem 
In me a place to win, 
I say: “I’m filled with light and love, 
So you can not come in.” 


a a 
EPISTLES A 


Chicago, Til. | 

Dear Wet Wistom—lI have found that I cannot do without 

you. I have taken you two years, and I look to your coming 

with a great deal of delight. I like the stories and letters. In- 

closed find fifty cents in stamps, so that you can visit me an- 
other year. I am sending a little poem and a picture I like. 


SPRING 
When will the snow begin to melt, 
And the birds begin to sing? 
When will the mild and gentle south wind 
The pretty flowers bring? 


The winter is so long and dreary! 
Will the springtime ever come, 

And the sun shine brightly in the sky, 
And the bees begin to hum? 


When will the little crocus come 
Up bravely through the snow? 

Will the other fair, sweet flowers 
Ever begin to grow? 


And when that sweet time cometh 
For the birds to cheerfully sing, 
I shall think of the time in the winter 
When I longed for the balmy spring. 
Your loving friend, Maxine Davis (ten years old). 
[Maxine’s letter was received in May. We presume her 


| 
| 

| 
| 


26 WEE WISDOM 


longings have been fulfilled, and the birds and the flowers have 
both come back to her.—Ep.] 


Camptonville, Cal. 
Dear Wet Wispom—I am ten years old. I am in the fourth 
grade at school. We have a little white calf. How are all the 
Wee ones? I have a little horse; her name is Baby. 
Acton M. Cleveland. 


[Acton sends traveling expenses for Wee Wispom, and she 
is so glad to be with him this year and to teach him how to 
be wise and well and free.—Ep.] 


Hicksville, L. I., N. Y. 
Dear, loving Wees—I read all your letters published in Wee 
Wispom, and enjoy them very much. It seems wonderful that we 
can visit together, although some 
of us live in Seattle and some on 
Long Island. We can have nice 
visits together once every month. 
I am ten years old and in the 
fourth grade at school; in Sep- 
tember will enter the fifth grade. 
My teacher is Miss Devine; she 
has splendid health and is always 
cheerful, so we are all glad to be 
in school. Our beautiful dog, 
whose picture you saw with mine 
in the May number, took care of 
me when I was little. He saved 
me once from fire, and when I 
wandered away from home he 
found and brought me _ back. 
When mother was feeble he al- 
ways went upstairs beside her, 
and she leaned on his shoulder 
Enid and Gyp and was carried up. Once when 
I climbed a tree and would not 
come down he ran home and told mother, and she came running 
and made me come down. I send my love and good wishes to 
all the little “Wees,” and wish them every blessing. 
Enid L. Valentine. 
[This letter was beautifully typewritten, with the comment, 


“Written by Enid’s own hand after a little advice from 
mother.” We reprint the picture of Enid and Gyp as it ap- 
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peared in the May number. We think her letter calls for the 
reappearance of the picture.—Eb.] 


Colchester, Conn. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am five years old, and love dear 
Wee Wispom very much. I wish you might come to see my 
little colt and chickens and lambs, they are so cute. I have a 
little sister and her name is Helen. This little letter will sur- 
prise mother, for she doesn’t know that I am sending you this. 
With love to all the dear Wee Wisdoms, John Wallis. 
West Campton, N. H. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am a little girl of eleven summers, 
with three sisters and one brother at the respective ages of 
nine, eight, and two. Twins account for there being three 
ages and four children. I am in the sixth grade at school. 
Although I have taken you three years, I have never written 
you before. Perhaps you think me unfriendly; but I never 
before have had courage to begin. Though I cannot send any 
new subscribers, I send your traveling expenses for another 
year. With much love, Gertrude L. Harrington. 


[Wee Wispom is delighted to continue her visits to Ger- 
trude’s home. We are glad to know about Gertrude and her 
sisters and brother.—Ep., 


Camp Crook, S. Dak. 
Dear Were Wistom—lI like you very much. I have not 
written to you before, but my cousin, Marvel Lende, has. This 
is vacation and we are having lots of fun. The weather is very 
hot here. We were in swimming yesterday, and had lots of 
fun. I have three sisters and two brothers. I am eleven years 
old and in the fifth grade. Papa is away, and is not coming 
back until July. He has been away for just about four months. 
My baby sister is a year and a half old, and will not go to 
sleep unless I rock her. I have a little kitten and his name 
is Silver King; he is white all over except his tail. With love 

to all the Wees, Augusta and Selma Thompson. 


[Since the names of both Augusta and Selma are signed to 
this letter, they have left us to guess which one wrote it—Eb.] 


Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Dear Wee Wispom—lI received the letter you gave me, and 
you may be certain that I was grateful, as I so greatly wanted 
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the Wee Wisvom to visit me again. I would be very happy if 
you could send me Volume IV, as it seems so interesting, and 
I am sure it is. I am writing on my brother’s typewriter, and 
the little “s” won’t print. I am not a very good hand at writ- 
ing, as you may see. I am eleven years old and in the sixth 
grade at school. I live on a sort of farm, where we have 
chickens, cows, a horse, and kittens; and we are going to get 
a dog this afternoon. My cousins, Frieda Clausen and Ida 
Goldsmith, take you, and it was they who got me to take you, 
and I am so glad I did, for I don’t think I could do without 
you now that I have taken you for a year. I feel as if I be- 
long to the Wee Wisdom Club, even if it is only make-believe. 
I hope I may have time to write you for your birthday; but if 
I don’t, I wish you many happy and successful ones. You 
will have to excuse my spelling, as I am not accustomed to 
writing on a typewriter. I inclose fifty cents for you to make 
a welcome visit. I go to a most beautiful school; it is a new, 
modern building, with two big yards and a cement basement— 
one for boys and one for girls. There is a Domestic Science 
room and a“Manual Training room. I take sewing. There 
are a large gymnasium and baths. Our cherries are ripe, and 
I intended to pick them, but it is storming. I think you have 
made a great improvement as to not rolling the book up, as I 
might have it bound and it would be mussed. I think I have 
told nearly all I know, and will close, wishing you many happy, 
useful days, months, and years. Lovingly, 
Dorothy Holloway. 

[Wee Wispom is glad to visit Dorothy another year. We 
want to compliment Dorothy on her success with the type- 
writer, even if the big “S” did crowd itself in. She has written 


a good letter and written it well, and we hope to see her among 
the birthday guests.—Eb. | 


Pittsburg, Pa. 
Dear Wer Wistom—This is the first time I have ever writ- 
ten you. I am eleven years old and am just finishing the 
fifth grade in school. I have a sister nine years, and a pet 
dog Billie. He is the household pet. I am now keeping a 
doll’s boarding school. I have quite a few dolls here now, and 
expect more. Lovingly yours, Anne Peterson. 
P. S—lI think Wee Wispom is a lovely magazine. 


{Anne makes Wer Wispom glad by sending traveling ex- 
penses for another year.—Eb.] 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


IN WHICH YE EDITOR EXPLAINS 


A dainty card, with rosebuds ‘scattered over it, was 
sent out early in June from the little bungalow on Nor- 
ton Avenue, bearing this announcement: 


Curtis Haseltine 
Born June 9, 1911 
To Charles and Blanche Haseltine 
Weight 9 pounds 


This accounts for Blanche’s absence from her Cor- 
ner this month. She is very much occupied with culti- 
vating the acquaintance of this little new-comer. How- 
ever, she assures us that she will not desert Were Wispom 
because of this wee-est, dearest, pink-and-white bit of 
humanity cuddled up in a swinging basket in her home. 
She says the coming of Wee Curtis has only increased 
her capacity for loving all wees the more, and his pres- 
ence will be a perpetual inspiration in her work for 
Wee Wispom. Of course Ye Editor has taken a peep 
into the little home nest and seen the dainty birdling. 
It is awfully cunning and sweet, and Blanche’s face 
has a new light in it and the bungalow a new charm. 
Let us all join in a thought of loving welcome to Wee 
Curtis, and of blessing to Blanche and Charlie; and may 
their home ever be the abiding place of all that is lovely 
and true! 
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REMEMBER! 


Next month will be Wee Wispom’s birthday month, 
and Ye Editor will follow her custom of giving it over 
into the hands of her Wisdoms for birthday revels. 
Blanche and Royal will be on hand to welcome our wee 
guests. (Perhaps Wee Curtis will be there.) Be sure 
to come with your best stories, songs, and letters. Get 
everything in, if possible, by the 15th of July. Our 
young artists will please remember to do their drawings 
in India ink, and you that come in photo be sure to have 
the pictures clear and distinct. We will try to send an 
extra copy of the Birthday Number to every one who 
attends the reception, providing the full name and ad- 
dress are given in the letters. 

There are many more of you than assembled last 
year; indeed, we have a lot of new guests, and Were 
Wispom is carrying her messages of Life, Health, Peace 
and Prosperity to many new homes this year. Perhaps 
you can bring her a new subscriber for her birthday 
present. Why not? Try it. Everybody wants the cheer 
and healing Wee Wispom carries on her wings. If you 
know of some Wee who very much appreciates the little 
magazine and yet does not have the money to pay her 
traveling expenses, let Ye Editor know; for there are 
always good friends who love to contribute a little extra 
for just such cases. 

Wee Wispom is really a gift of love to the children. 
Ye Editor gives her time to it with no thought of recom- 
pense but the love and appreciation of her Wees. All the 
contributors do the same, just for the love of you, dear 
Wisdoms. Mrs. Pettinger, Mrs. Hardy, Mrs. Crawford, 
Mrs. Teel. Miss de Witt, Miss Kellerhouse, Miss Shank- 
lin, Blanche, and all, pour out upon you from the treas- 
ury of their hearts and minds, just for love. No wonder 
Wee Wispom is a power—for love is the one thing that 
never faileth. Good-by until September; but Ye Editor 
will keep near enough to see that you are all bountifully 
provided for at the birthday feast. 
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JULY, 10 


Oh, where—oh, where is the firecracker-man? 
Oh, where—oh, where is he? 

With his coat of red and his cue of tan? 
Oh, where can that firecracker be? 


“Oh, here—oh, here is the fireclackee-man, 
In my home in heathen Chinee. 

The Melican man, he velly much say 
Against the little clackee!” 


And so it comes on the Fourth of July 
No bomb or sizzle have we; 

For our girls and boys, with banner and song, 
Rejoice in this Day of the Free. 


&@ IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK atthe end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotten to invite WEE Wispom to continue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 
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(3p EDITION) 


A True Story of the Effects of Truth 
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A NEW EDITION 
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It is illustrated with portraits of some of 

the principal characters, and is printed on 
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margins. 


The story has steadily grown in the es- 
teem of its many readers, and is as fresh 
and bright for its loving ministry as ever. 
Artistically bound, price postpaid, $1.00. 
In neat cover of India tint enamel 
paper, title in brown ink, 
price 25c. 
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